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medium of some danger in the present for which you possess the initiative and of which you can more or less keep control. If he got mixed up in the business, the concierge might be the first to say :
<c That gentleman down the street, with the black beard, who is such a nice man ? You're crazy ! Why, a week after the crime, he didn't even know the place where it had been committed ! I had to show everything to him and explain everything myself/*
Still, his courage nearly failed him. That wretched fellow, common sense, whispered to him in a trembling voice : ** Be on your guard against bold reasoning. You still have time. The further you go, the less time you'll have."
*€ Twenty-one, twenty-three. It's a few houses further on. Now I can see the shop."
He slowed down. But -when he came abreast of 31, he had still not made up his mind to go in. He wanted more time to think and also to get used to the locality of a fresh step. He went on as far as 37.
He had glanced at the shop as he went past. A frontage about three yards wide. The door was not in the middle. The biggest of the two windows, to the right, contained illustrated papers, a few specimens of writing-materials and haberdashery; and also some advertisements, hand-written on small pieces of cardboard, at the foot of the window. The other window, much smaller, contained a few toys of the simplest kind and jars of sweets. A screen of illustrated cheap editions, stuck on the inside in two rows by wooden clips, masked the door.
He went back on his tracks.
" I must reconnoitre first - see what kind of woman she is, I needn't say anything/'
He pushed open the door. The action set the papers and clips making a noise of clapping and clicking which went on like a chime.
A plump little woman of about thirty, with round cheeks, smiling lips, a rather snub nose, unaffected eyes, auburn hair, not bad-looking on the whole, was sitting behind the

